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" Their instructor makes them copy out wonderfully
schoolmarmy saws such as ' Learning builds up houses
on pillars; ignorance destroys the house of the greatest/
and ' The written word remains after the death of the
writer.' I wonder if they believe it."

He sat for two hours that evening talking to the
soldiers. All round the circle their eyes were riveted
on him. I tried to fix him in my memory as he was
then, smiling happily at those who addressed him, while
his hands played with a string of amber beads. Now
he would let the beads slither down their string one by
one into his other hand. Then he would toss the string
into one hand so that the beads slid between his fingers,

I tried to think what I would say if someone asked
me to describe him. It is the quietness of the man that
is impressive, I think I should have said, the quietness
and the gentleness and the humour. He can make them
laugh. Yet all his movements are dignified. He is very
small, but there is an impression of power.

We retired after a long discussion about the price
of camel trappings. He paused at the door of my room.

" Are you sure you won't be cold ? You don't seem
to have got many blankets."

" I'll be all right. I'm going for a stroll in the moon-
light."

"Goodnight"

When I returned, his overcoat was on my bed.

Glubb would have been happy to have stayed in the
desert, but he had to return to Amman. He left me at
Fort Bayer in the charge of Khalaf Effendi, a plump
.young officer with shining eyes, who was going to
arrange my next expeditions.